——

1s to hear Jaowock
leasure! He ll:l‘::l
roper pro-
bt It's s0

“Whats plf;li\!l‘: it
Fremel' YA P
cua‘l:ies :mmn s mile ?! the
punciation.'' **That's just it,

English, you know."

Xo lmportance.
Oficial—What's that? .\ mas ron
Notify the entire po-
tch out for the bicyelist

Gladrs, W can sou spesk so' SOME LAUGHING GAS.I

eoarsely?” Juliet said, indignautly.
“Is it coarse to tell the truth? Mr
' Mandeville is very kind and courte-
ous, but he will not miss me after the
first few evenings, and dear, patient
| Frank will have one less to provide

| over and hurt?

WIT, HUMOR AND SATIRE FOR | lice force towi
OUR READERS. who did it. ) . -
Policeman—But it wasn't a bieyelis

_{ It was a beer wagon. )
Why He Stood on the Bridge ut Mid | Official—Oh, if that’s all, never mind.

s

A Welcome Usher of '95.
The beginning of the pew year will have &
welcome usher in the shape of & fresh Almanac,
descriptive of the origin, nature and uses of 1he

t.

HERE, said Juliet
for.

Garland, impa-
tiently, 1l ean't
wear these
gloves again by
any possibility.
They ve been
once to the
cleaner’'s and 1
have done them
myself twiee
with bread
crumbs”

Bhe sat in the des:p window-seat
her bright hair streaked with morn-
ing sunshine, her bright eyes full of
vexation, while a pair of very much
demoralizad kid gloves of the palest
primrose tint lay in her lap. And
Dora, her youngest sister, glanced up

from a pile of music she was turniog |

over—another of the bright bland
blosscms of humanity.

“Why don’t you get vourself a new
pair?” said she. *Oh dear! there isn't
a song here tnat is not a hundred
years old. ‘“Juanita,” ‘Her Bright
Smile,' and all that sort of thing.
Rosie must get something thut isn't
coeval with the ark. How is a girl
to——"

“Why don't yon get another pair?”
sharply cross-questioned Juliet. “Be-
cause [ haven't any money—that is
the reason.

“It is dreadful to be impecunions.”

sighed plump Dora, contemplating
her pink finger-tips: and at the same
momeat Mrs. Temple, the fair blonde
of the family, came in with a tired
look on her face.

“More bills,” said she. *Oh, girls,
what will Frank say? Stefani has
actually charged 275 for that little
lunch we gave, and Madam Cher:
mont's account is 835, and I am really
afraid to open the florist’s bill."”

“Then it's no use asking for more
gloves at present.” said Juliet.

“‘No musie," added Dora,
shrug of her shoulders.

Mrs Temple burst into tears.

“I declare,” said she, “I'm discour-
aged. And you girls are always teas-
ing for something or other, and Frank
is 80 eross when we exceed the regn-
lar aMowance.”

“*Crying will not mend matters,”
said Dora, who was evidently the |
philosopher of the family. “But
what is that letter in your lap, Rosie?”

“It is from Uncle Paul; the bills
upset me so I forgot all about it. He
wants one of you girls to come up to
the Maine camp and keep house for |
him. It's somewhere on the line of
the Rangeley lakes. Come, girls,
which of you will volunteer?”

Juliet gave a little shriek of dis- |
may. Dora elevated her pink cush- |
lony hands, butthe third sister who |
had been silently mending the |
/onaces of a pink silk skirt. glanced |

up.
“Is Uncle Paul really in carnest?"
she. *I will go then.” f

*Gladys!" eried all the others in |
different accents. 5

Gladys rose up, hung aside the dress |
that lay in her lap. and eame out of

with a

Yes, I will go to Unele Paul.”

“You may as well commit suicids

at once,” said Juliet

“You'll never marry in that wilder-

pess,” said Mrs. Temple.

“There are nineteen old maids in
“We

counted them yesterday, Dora and L
' Do you suppose there are as many in

this bloek,” said Gladys

the wilderness?”
Nopsense,” said Mrs. Temple,
“And besides,” asked Gladys, the
laughter fading from her eyes, “is it
| the end and aim of girls to marry?

Why shounldn’t I be an old maid as
Do you think I

well as another?
shouldn't survive it? You will see.”
She had made up her mind. Within

amunk.

Her nnecle was glad to see her.
didn't live in a wigwam, as she fan-
, cied. but in a pretty little cottage,

shaded with forest trees and embow-
He did

ered with morning glories.
no ill 1o the queen’s Enghsh, like the

hunters in the dime novels, and he

provided a pretty boudoir for her,

whose pink netting set gnats and flies

at detiance.

here,” said Gladys, as she sat in a
boat and read while her uacle fished.

“Don't regret the New York beaux,
¢h?” said her uncle.

tiladys stoutly answered:

“No"

But afterward
had she told the truth.
Ce1f Darrell Mandeville wishes to
marry Miss Dorrance, let him,” she
thought. I shail never pursue any
man.”

That very day, bowever, when she,

returned from a ramble in the forest,
with her hat full of berries a stranger
was within.

[ am sorry to take you by storm,"
said a handsome, middle-uged man,
who appeared to be what he was, a
Wall street broker, spending the
summer in the wilderness; “but my
friend has fallen over a cliff and
broken his leg, aud this was the
nearest shelter within seven miles
Perhaps your husband will—"

“But he isn't my husband,” said
Gladys composedly, depositing the
berries on the table: “he’s my uncle,
and if he were here he wonld say as
I do. that you are very welcome.
\Where is your friend? Iam not much
of a surgeon, but—"

She stopped abruptly. There, lying
on a chintz-covered lounge, his pallid
face supported by enshions, lay Darrell
Manderville.

“*Miss Garland!” he exclaimed.
am very glad!”

“Mr. Mandeville!” she uttered in
the same tone. *I am so very sorryl"”

“Because I have drifted here, of all
places?” he pleaded.

“Beeause you are hurt” faltered
Gladys, with tears ip her eyes

“I knew yon were somewhere in
this region,” he said. *In faith, I

oT

three days she had purchased thick
boots, a flannel suit, and a rough
straw bonnet, trimmed with blue rib-
bons and had gone to Lake Molechunk-

He

“[. think 1 shall be quite happy

she asked herself

night—Consistency in Polities—The
Grammatical Construction of the Word

STOOD OX THE
bridge at midnight

As the clock was
striking tbe hour.

And vainly searched
my pockets,

Behind the old bridge
tower;

And the moon rose
o'er the city,

As oft it rose before,

And 1 found I'd left
my Mmoney

In my coat down at the store.
—Truth.

Had Tried Them,

Little Dot—Mamma read in a paper
that a deaf man ont west was stung
by a swarm of bees, and now he can
hear as well as ever,

Little Dick—I don't =ee how bee
stings conld make a deaf man hear—
but I shonld think they'd make a dumb
man speak.

No Geanlne Grandomn.
First Little Bor—I've dot n awful
tummick ache.
Second Little Boy—What's that?

ache is?"

“No."

“] dess your grandma is a step-
grandma.™

Couldn't Find a School.
Boy (on a visit)—Havent you
schools here?
Aunt—We have several.
Boy—That's queer. 1 have been all
over town. and 1 haven't seena bmild-

any

school house,

The New System.
Old gentleman—Why do you weep?

dead—boo, hoo. hoo!
*Did you know him?”

answer the teacher's questions about
him."”

Grandma’s Preference.

skate. ansl she can't slide down hill.

Little Ethel—I guess she likes cold
weather ‘cause w'en she breathes on
her spectacles, they gets wetenongh to
wipe.—Good News.

Drawing the Line,
Teacher—\What is an agnostic?

lieves in "most everything except re-
ligion.—Good News.

Got the ldea.

this term?
Boy—Yes'm: I'm studvin® yellocu-
tion.—Good News.

Unmoved,
“It'sno use.” she said
“I've simply got to suffer.”

*Don’t you know what a tummick

Observing Boy—It's a man wot be-

Visitor—Have you any new studies |

dejectediy. l

| People are used to being run over by
| beer wagons.

==
| One of Many.
| Schoolmate—And <o you have asum-
mer cottage at Breezy Poiut. and 3
little sailboat, all your own? Do you
sail much?

Dora—N-o. not much.

“Why not?”

“Well, yon see. I'm afraid to sail
when the wind blows, and 1 ean’t sail
| when it doesn’t.”

Johnny's Suggestion.
| Mother—I just have to drive Ethel
| to the piano, and then she won't half
practice.
Little Johnny (who thinks he knows
' something about girls)—Why don't
you try driving her away from it?

Couldn't Be Mistaken.
Stranger—What's the name of this
street?
City Boy—Zoobloblezeet.
“Are yon sure?”
“0h, yes: I've heard the conduciors
call it ont, often.™

Call Again.

New Boy—Lady wants to see you
ir,

Fortune Teller—Who is she?

“I don’t know.”

“Then follow her homeand find out.
How the dickens am 1 going to tell &
woman's fortune if I don't know who
she is. ™

“Our Country, ‘T of Thee™

ing that Jooked ugly enough to bea |

School Boy—Another great man is

|
“N-o, but for the next three weeks
we'll have to study ourselves blind to |

Little Johnny—Grandma says she |
likes cold weather: but I can’t see why. |
She can’t go chestnutting.and she can’t |

=
| Young Miss (locking forward to her
| first reception)—l'apa. can't I take les-
| sons on the piano?

Brusque Father (President of the
Sons of Toill—Don't call me papa—
don’t call me papa. I say! You'd bet-
‘ter be taking lessons on the wash-
| board!

(Exit to spend 825 in wet goods with
| the boys at a political gathering.)

Never Was West.
Veteran—I presume yon never heard
an Indian war whoop,
Civilian—N-0, but I've leard boys
| coming out of sehool. ’

national tonic and alterative Hosletler's Stom-
ach Bitters. Combined with the descriptive
matter will be found calendar and astronomiesl
caleulations atsolutely re lable {Or COITECINGSS,
statistics, filustrations, verses carefully se-
lected. and other mental food lighly profitable
apd eptertaining. On this pamphlet, published
and printed annually by The Hostetter Com-
pany of Pittsbhurg #0 hands are employed io the
mechanical depariment alone. Eleven months
are devoted 1o its preparation. Itis procurable
froe,of drugyists and counizy dealers every-
where, and s printed in English. German,
French, Spanish, Welsh, Norwegian, Holland
Swedish sod Bohemian
e ——————

H « 3 pictnre of the prize chrysan-
lht‘f:'d‘gi at.‘&e last n\)“'l."l'p!‘h(\wr' ‘'is
there a blue mark across the upper left-
band corner?’ *‘Yes.'' ‘'Weil, then,
ft's either Mr, Leftackle's picture or one
of Fido."”

Scrofula in the Neck

Is dnngerous.disagreoable and senacions,

but Hood's Sarsaparilla, as a thorough

blood purifier, cures this and all other

forms of scrofula. *Ihad a bunchon

the side of my neck

as large as a hen's

egg. 1 was ad-

vised to have it cut

out, but would not

consent, A friend

suggested that 1

take Hood's Sarsa-

parilla, which 1

am glad to say

+that 1 did. and

- soon the bunch
Entirely Disap-
peared.

I can truly pruise

. Hood's Sarsaparil-

- b > .l la, for I know it is

Xre Els Bilings g, cxcellent med-

anive tave recommended Hood's

Swenperios highly in the past, and

ghull wwte=oe to do so.” Mes. Enva
Sicaonas. Eed Cloud, Neb,

9o sarshy
Hood’s=* Cures
Eaes's Pills are the best afterdinoer
Flle mmen e doz, prevent constipation

.

% WORLD'S-FAIR %
IHIGHEST AWARD!

IS EE N,

w

ASTICH=THE LIFED

MEDICINALL

FOOD

Has justly acquired the reputation of being
The Salvator for

INvAaALIDsS

| was searching for you, Gladys. Tdid “‘?hat's the rx.mttcr‘.’" . |

not expect to find you yet a while,and | ‘'Young Mr. Slogo called last night. |
l thus I—I thought " I endured his society patiently until in |
selfdefence 1 was forced to remark. |

Either Might.
Mrs. PRinks eading)—Women can

«* The-Aged.

AN ISCOMPARABLE ALIMEXT for the

‘¢ the dress I wearisn't yet paid for; the

* ™ know about Jalie and Dora, but I, for

He closed his eyes, and a deadly

| pallor erossed his face.

+1 think he has fainted,” said his

| friend.

And then Uncle Paul came in, who
was born a chirurgeon,and who knew
all the healing secrets of the glen and
forest—and Gladys heaved a sigh of
relief.

Mr. Mandeville made but slow con-
valescence, yet he did not appear to
regard the detention as unpleasant.

| The Wall street broker went back to

I AM SORRY. 1
her corner. Of all the sisters she was |
the loveliest—and the most deter-
mined as well.

“Why not?" saild she. “Do you
think I like this kind of life? 1 de-
clare, there have been times within
the last month when I've felt inclined
to hire ont asa servant. Just think,

milliner is alwoys sending her bills; I
can't go out for fear of meeting a

ereditor. Rosic Lkeeps giving parties
and luncheons to ‘ry and get us mar

y? sod Frank is w beyond !
ength to give his wife's sisters |
uhance but it's nmo use. I don't

one, am fired of being put up for sale
in the world's window, and I'm going |
to Unele Paal.”
“But what will soclety say?”
Mrs. Temple.
’ ty won't settle my bills and
' in pin money. It may say

his business.

I think we counld easily get you to
Andover,” he said wistfolly, “And a
parlor car—"

“0h, hang your parlor cars,” said
the young man, impetuounsly. “I am
doing very well wherel am now."

*0Oh,” said the broker, a sudden
light of comprehension irradiating
his dull brain. “‘Oh, in that case I
raay as well leave you to your fate.
1t's the old, old story of Ulysses and
the sireps.”

.

L - - L]

Mrs. Temple came into the room
where Dora and Juliet were remodel-
ing their white dressas for a theater
party at the Casino one day, with
finshed cheeks and shining eyes.

“Girls," she cried, “what do you
think? Gladys is engaged.”

“To some buffalo hunter,
pose,” said Dora.

“No." said Rosie; ‘‘to Mr. Mande-
ville. He has been there for a whole
month—at Lake Molechunkamunk.”

Juliet dropped her work.

“Impossible!” she cried, “Gladys
engaged up in that wilderness, while
Dora and I are left to wither on the

* L ] *

I sup-

Darrell Mandeville, the beat match of
the sesson.”
“Things do turn out straagely,”

stem down here in New York, and to

‘Really, Mr. Slogo, I'm very much
afraid it is getting late.””

“And what did he do then?”

“He simply smiled and said that
women are naturally timid."—Wash-
ington (D. C.) Star.

Very “Singular.”

She—Do you call “'a pair of knicker-
bockers"” singular or plural?”

He—Plural, as applied to men, out
in the case of women—singular,

Modern Commerce,

Clerk—Lady in front caught stealing
goods. What shall we do?

Head of Firm—How is she dressed?

“Furs and diamonds.”

“Beg her pardon and ask if we shall
send the bill to her house,"—Dubugue
Times.

A Fosslbllity,
Mother (angrily)—Yon ought to be

lHke Tommy Toogood?
Bad Boy—Dusino.  Mebby his mother
usos moral sussion.

thrashed! Why aren’t you u good boy, |

endure pain better than men,
Mr, Binks—Who says that—a doe-
| tor or a shoemaker?

Dinner for Two.

Mr. Newedd—How is that. my love?
Nothing in the house to eat?
¥ou money this morning.

Mrs. Newedd—Yes. I kmow; but I
ran across the most exquisitely charm.
ing London dinner gong—awfully
fashionable you know—and I counldn't
resist the temptation to buy it.

"!\:m. what shall we do for dinner®"

**We can listen to the "N
York Weekly. S

I gave

No Hope There.

Mistress (thinking about dessert)—
What kind of pies are you the most fa-
miliar with?

New Girl—Bakers' pies, mum.—New
| York Weekly.

Retter Than a String.
Mother—Johuny! On your way home
from school, stop at the store and wet
me & stick of candy and a bar of soap.
Father—What do you want of a stiek
of candy?

Mother—That's so he'll remember
the soap.

Emancipated,
“*And have 1,” she nsked in
voice, *‘the right of aul!ume?':remhlh‘
“You have.”
“‘Are you sure?" she faltered,
really true?”
“Yes."
She raised her &
ooy Lreaming eyes to
At last."” she murmured, “‘at last, 1
| may be registored as something besides
‘John Jones and wife,' "

Then she wept for =
Tribune, . Joy~Detrolt

Mow ke Got Abend of Them.

Mre. Winsomo~What makes
Gabay koep ber siosk two homss et
Mrs. Winsomemore—8o she'll know
all the gomip of the town two hours
before it happens. —Detroit Sun, :

“1s it

GrowTH and PROTECTION of INFANTS and

CHILDREN

A superior nutritive in continued Fevers,
And a reliable remedial agent
in all gastric and enteric diseases;
often in instances of consultation over
patients whose digestive organs were re-
duced to such a low and sensitive condition
that the IMPERIAL GRANUM was
the only nourishment the stomach
would tolerate when LIFE seemed
depending on its retention ;—
And as a FOOD it would be difficult to
conceive of anything more palatable.
Sold by DRUGUGISTS. sni
JOHN CARLE & SONS, Nm”{"n:rklfm

2 Bots. Schrage's Rlieumatic Cure ab
once for Gout, Neuraigia or Rheumatiem.
Sig. Regularly as directed,
ALy LEapixe M. D'a.
NEVER FaAlLS.
Swanson Rheumatic Cure Co.
167 Dearborn St.. Chicago.
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